I'll live like a free man again. I'll be with them all the
time and work with them. Do you understand? I'll be at
the cradle of new ideas, in the presence of youthful, crea-
tive energy. Very simple and beautiful, and wonderfully
stimulating. It makes a .person young and strong. It's a
rich way of life, Nilovna!"
He laughed-gaily and self-consciously, and the mother
understood his joy and shared it.
"And you? You, too, are a wonderful person!" ex-
claimed Nikolai. "How vividly you describe people, and
how well you understand them!"
He sat down next to the mother, first averting his beam-
ing face and running his hand through his hair to hide
his embarrassment, but then turning to look at her as she
gave him a simple and lively account of her experiences.
"A great piece of luck!" he exclaimed. "You could so
easily have been arrested too, and instead.... Yes, the
peasants seem to be waking up—and that's only natural.
That woman—I can see her so clearly.... We need to
send special people to work in the village. People! We
don't have nearly enough! We need hundreds!"
"If only Pavel was fre$! And Andrei!" said the moth-
er softly.
He glanced at her and lowered his eyes.
"It may be hard to hear me say it, Nilovna, but I know
Pavel very well—he'll never choose to escape from jail.
He needs that trial. He needs a chance to show his full
stature, and he'll never refuse such a chance. And why
should he? He'll run away from Siberia."
"Well, I suppose he knows best," she said with a
sigh.
"I wish that muzhik of yours would hurry and pay us
a visit," said Nikolai a moment later, peering at her
through his glasses. "We must write a leaflet about feybin
for the peasants. It can't do him any harm, since he him-
self is sfc outspoken. I'll write it today and Ludmilla will
print it in no time. But how will the leaflets reach them?"
"I'll take them."

